
Nut SS It i jii.1 
,t 8IS il' 1 
l lit* f.u : ; ; ,
plierv 11f . ,
at a duu 
muni t \ . 
t helv.ss, orriiM 
pearame at 
t lia t ou 
g.i rde< 1 
and amusing 
fart is that

il,.it Mr. Fraser is 
he somehow has 

111 a a t lie at mos- 
''lit , and gel t ing 

f t lie I'OIII- 
11 e \ er-

il

' . un ,11,'
11,

al
th, \ 

hall, and 
one of 1 i .

f the
Fra-er

aloofness, is a real 
Ins townspeople hare s 
him to know it

hii.ee at 
If iv- 

• " •; alar 
The 

. his 
and14 null

In hi

’zada, “ for it is written in the Book 
that Hamadryad is the only Snake 
that will really chase a Man, and 
show fight.”

" I could hear the Men kind talk
ing and tramping about,” continued 
King Cobra, ‘ ‘ and meant to lie still 
till night and then go a wav for 1 
usually travel in the dark, you know. 
Hut, presently there was a soft, 
whistling music calling me to come 
out; and also at times a pleading 
voice, though of the Men kind, I knew 
that, ' Ho, IShui (brother), ho. Raj 

Against such a Naga ( King Cobra) ! Come here, 
quick, Little Brother ’ Then the soft 
whistle called me, sometimes loud, 
and sometimes low, and even the 
noise was twisting and swinging in 
the air, just as I might myself. 
1 liz-z-z-za ! but I commenced to 
tremble, and 1 was full of fear, and 
f was full of love for the soft 
sounds, and with mv eyes I wished 

So I came out of the 
hole, and there was a Black Man, 
making the soft call from a hollow 
st ick. ”

sturdy young son, Roderic, thinks 
him the best chum any boy ever had. 
and the four fine girls, including a 
charming pair of twins, and a fair
haired little miss, who rejoices in the 
name of Kipling, in honor of her god
father, believe they have as devoted 
and indulgent a daddy as little girls 
were ever blessed withal, and they 
arc right. Mr. Fraser, whose wife is 
a member of the well-known Barber 
family, of Georgetown, will, at all 
events, never he able to write a 
story of domestic infelicity from his 
own experience, 
thought I am sure even the fox terrier, 
” Blitz,” snuggling on the hearth, 
would rise up and bark in indignant 
protest. J. VV. BENGOUGH.

As a specimen of Fraser’s style in 
animal story, we add a short extract 
from his latest book, “ Sa'zada 
Tales ” : to see it

The story of his capture is being 
told by Hamadryad, the King Co
bra : ” Even so,” assented Hama
dryad, “ the proof of the matter is 
in being here; and, as I was going to 
say, it is this way with my people ; 
in the hot weather, when there is no 
rain, we burrow in the ground for 
months at a stretch.

A Snake-charmer with his pipes,” 
exclaimed Sa’zada.

The Bane of Cynicism.And then the
rains come on, and we are driven out 
of our holes by the water, and live 
abroad in the jungles for a time. It 
was at this season of the year I speak 
ol; 1 had just come up out of my 
burrow and was wondrous hungry, 1 
can tell you ; and. travelling, I came 
across the trail of a Karait. 
lowed Kara it’s trail, and found him 
in a hole under a bungalow of the 
Men kind.

The cynic,” says Epictetus, 
must know that he is a messenger 

Sent from Zeus to show men that 
they have wandered, and are seeking 
the substance of good and evil 
where it is not ; and as such a mes
senger he must be pure of thought 
and life himself ; he must live a life 
apart from the joys, sorrows and in
terests of this world, so that his 
full attention may he given to see
ing the good and evil which surround 
others, and to warning them to ac
cept (he one and avoid the other.”

I he evilir," sa\ s Henry Ward 
Beecher. " is one who 
good quality in a mail 
fails to see a had
human owl—vigilant in darkness but 
blind in tlie light, mousing for ver
min and never seeing noble game, 
lie ]iuts nil human actions into two 
classes—open ! > bad a nil secretly bad 
lie holds that no mail does a good 
t h ing except for profil ' '

From Epictetus of the first cen
tury. lo Beecher of the nineteenth, is 
a far cry. and a curious glimpse is 
given of the strange way in which 

of tile application and meaning of a 
In; word deteriorates. Yet. m this case.
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upon the ground would be to get 
upon terms of personal friendship 
with the editors, and to have his 
offerings looked at with a certain 
partiality, which in turn would lead 
to their acceptance in some cases on 
grounds apart from their actual 
merits, and this in turn would lead, 
by imperceptible stages, to a de
terioration in their quality. Stories 
written in the seclusion of George
town, by an author unknown per
sonally to the New York editor, are 
judged strictly on their merits as 
literature, and the temptation to 
scamp the work is altogether absent. 
The author is frankly proud, as he 
has a good right to be, that he has 
achieved his splendid success without 
any of the varieties of log-rolling 
and ” pull ” which account for some 
of the literary reputations of the 
day.

Mr. Fraser set out in life as a 
civil engineer, and he owes to his 
profession the opportunities for the 
study of human nature in various 
parts of the world, which have 
proved so valuable to him, and which 
he has turned to such good account 
as a writer. For many years he was 
u member of the civil service in In
dia, and in the performance of his 
duties visited all parts of that in
teresting empire, which he studied 
with a zeal which has made him an 
acknowledged authority on Indian 
matters—down to the, or, perhaps, I 
should say up to the, preparation of 
the great culinary specialty of currie- 
and-rice, which those who have sat 
at his table say he can make with 
any chef of Calcutta. Later, his 
professional calling gave him eight or 
ten long summers in the Canadian 
Northwest, and equipped him with 
an equally intimate knowledge of the 
Indian life of this continent. Mean
while, as an open-eyed rambler over 
the world in general, he laid in a
great store of material, with special 
emphasis upon the sporting world, as 
seen upon the " turf.” The results 
of this varied career are now being 
made manifest in the profusion of 
Indian tales, jungle stories, North
west sketches, racing yarns and mis- 
cellaneoM.s love stories which are so 
eagerly hidden for by the magazines 
ol I lie day, and which have placed to 

credit a long list of 
books of high merit. Scribners’ list 
alone contains Mooswa and Others 
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W. A. Fraser.
The good people of the pretty 

little burg of Georgetown, Ont., are
familiar with the figure of a man who 
is much given to taking long rambles 
in and about the place, invariably by 
himself. Everybody knows his name, 
and most of the passers-by accost 
him civilly as ” Mr. Fraser," receiv
ing a prompt and equally civil re
sponse, in many cases the given name 
being cheerily used. They know, 
furthermore, that this peculiar fellow- 
citizen of theirs, with the earnest
Highland Scottish face, spare and in
tellectual, with its military-looking 
reddish moiist ache, and the eye
brows that enclose like n parenthesis 
the keen eyes, is especially given lo 
minding his own business and ab
staining from meddling with that of 
other people They n re also aware 
that his business is the st range and 
interesting one of writing stories 
The better-informed of the citizens 
know, probably with some sense of 
pride, that the gentleman, who takes 
the walks, but is at all other times 
a close home-stayer, is recognized in 
the world abroad as one of the mas
ters of the art of short-story writing, 
and stands easily first among I lie 
members of that guild who may claim 
to tie native Canadians.

Mr. W. A. Fraser, who is a Nova 
Scotian, born in 1859, of the fine 
Highland stock of the I’ictou and 
New Glasgow region, is certainly the 
only writer we have who finds it 
possible, without going to live in 
New York, but while residing as a 
quiet family man in a quiet Cana
dian town, to sell all the stories he 

at top prices to all tin-can write 
leading magazines published in the 
States, and to have such publishers

I .ippincot ts 
eager to secure the publication of his 
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